Monks In Space 

by Joe Mason on August 27, 2020. © All rights reserved 

Into the deep I hurtle 

Into eternal meditation, I sail 

Here I have no distractions 
Mindlessness is my only action, till death 

From childhood I was chosen 

By Monks with an intense devotion, to void 

In my space ship I spiral 

The Buddha guides my final retreat, and breath 



A Challenge To Thee 

by Joe Mason on August 23, 2020. © All rights reserved 

Today I lay down a challenge to thee, 

that when I am gone, 

and you live on, 

you will take a look, 

and write a book, 

to piece my life back together for me. 



Times Are Not Different - 2 

by Joe Mason on August 13, 2020. © All rights reserved 
Society is more stable than then, 
the far left say. 

The Saxon boats were different from them, 
the boats today. 

Migrants more liberal than them, 
culture that will integrate them, 
or so we pray. 



Stars Become Black Holes 

by Joe Mason on August 11, 2020. © All rights reserved 
Like a planet I was drawn into your brightness, 
my love revolved around you like a star, 
falling deeper in love with each revolution, 
a touch between us no longer so far. 

Too late I realised you were made of darkness, 

I was being devoured by a black hole, 
escape was no longer a likely solution, 
love requires energy and that you stole. 



Never Say No 

by Joe Mason on August 5, 2020. © All rights reserved 

To experience all in life 

and try everything at least once. 

To dive into the deep 
and then never say no. 

To take those risks 
despite the cost. 



Times Are Not Different -1 

by Joe Mason on August 2, 2020. © All rights reserved 
The times are different today than then, 

I hear them say. 

We have much more technology than them, 
back in the day. 

Doctors that know more than them, 
drugs that can cure all of them, 
or so we pray. 



Onions 

by Joe Mason on August 2, 2020. © All rights reserved 
Cutting onions makes me cry. 

But worse, cutting onions makes me think of things that had made me cry. 



Cannock Chase 

by Joe Mason on August 1, 2020. © All rights reserved 
25th of July 2020, 

I walked upon the Sherbrook trail, 

For 8 whole hours I walked trails a-plenty, 
walking through rain, thunder and gale. 

I parked my Nissan at Brindley Heath road, 
late around 1:30, 

into the woods of Cannock Chase I strode, 
forests of nothing but pine tree. 

For the first 2 hours I was always lost, 
the trail would always take me back, 

4 times a junction in the woods I crossed, 
but my compass put me on track. 

Met a couple with a little white dog, 
and I stopped by to say hello, 

I asked directions in short dialog, 
yet they did not really know. 

I arrived at the busy Marquis Drive, 
at the cafe I bought some food, 

I sat watching as more people arrive, 
keeping my table would be rude. 

I continued following the blue path, 
but I quickly got lost again, 

I somehow found myself on the green path, 

I had to backtrack yet again. 

The German war cemetery went by, 
then heathland and hills lay ahead, 
rain began and I was not staying dry, 
the path I continued to tread. 

Two women with dogs crossing Sherbrook stream, 

told me to continue on north, 

the stepping stones were further than they seem, 

20 minutes if I go forth. 

I crossed at the stones and started back down, 
walking through the woods in the dark, 
thunder, lightning and rain started to drown, 



chances for fun now looking stark. 


My legs started to get heavy and stiff, 
my left knee not wanting to bend, 
but I commanded it during our tiff, 
my own knee no longer a friend. 

I briskly walked through the visitors place, 
now empty but for a few cars, 
refuge sought inside a hut on the chase, 
here out of the rain I did pause. 



Experiments In Wine 

by Joe Mason on July 23, 2020. © All rights reserved 
Half a bottle of wine, 
drinking all at one time, 
depressed in the dark night. 

Sitting in your chair sunk, 
because when you are drunk, 
moving is half the rite. 



Women Love My Hair 

by Joe Mason on July 22, 2020. © All rights reserved 
My flowing ginger hair has curls so sweet 
and always gets admirers for certain. 

Alone I walk around upon the street 
and women will grind upon my person. 



A Man Named Connor 

by Joe Mason on July 17, 2020. © All rights reserved 

There was a young man named Connor, 

whose hair was quickly a goner. 

with limited masculinity, 

he could not lose his virginity. 

A fact he could only ponder. 



Bovril 

by Joe Mason on July 15, 2020. © All rights reserved 
For he, John Johnston, 

Indians despair. 

For he worked upon, 
the Hindu Nightmare. 



People Of The Future 

by Joe Mason on July 13, 2020. © All rights reserved 
People of the future, 

Read me. 

Read my works, 

Spend time thinking about me, 

How do I get you to read me? 



Winston Churchill 1939 - 1941 

by Joe Mason on July 9, 2020. © All rights reserved 
I wake up and drink some white wine 
and discuss plans to bomb the Rhine. 

But even on a busy day, 

one question drives my thoughts astray. 

I stop, 

whiskey I pour, 

rise out of bed and roar. 

How will I get America into this war! 

Author notes 

Winston Churchill during the early war years reads like a looney toons cartoon. Every episode he 
concocts some crazy plan to get the USA into the war. 



Destination Sadness 

by Joe Mason on July 5, 2020. © All rights reserved 

With a destination off far, 

by method of bus, train or car, 

travel is thrilling on the way, 

wherever you stay, night or day. 

Destination is reached mid trip, 
with places you don't want to skip, 
it is here sadness will meet you, 
places new, you wont want to view. 

Before you make a travel plan, 
place the end as late as you can, 
sadness then delayed for the end, 
you can spend time as you intend. 



Ode To a Nissan Micra Kll 

by Joe Mason on July 4, 2020. © All rights reserved 
It has been ten years since I have owned you, 

O reliable Nissan Micra friend. 

For ten long years you have followed me true, 
my only friend I could ever depend. 

I was just a trainee, 

I made many small faults, 
but you never blamed me. 

You delivered me to college and work, 
and then three more universities too. 

For years not once did you break down or shirk, 
even with all I expected of you. 

I had many dark days, 
and a few rare good ones, 
but you helped me always. 

My small loyal friend, you are getting old, 
we have both aged poorly during our time. 

We have now seen all this island can hold, 
from lakes, cities to mountains you have climb. 

We have more time behind, 
than we now have ahead, 
and they will be unkind. 



Where Are These Protests? 

by Joe Mason on June 27, 2020. © All rights reserved 

George Floyd protests go on and on, 

for a man they claim was killed for his race, 

the country erupts for his case, 

but the virus still has not gone, 

violence grows and more protests spawn. 

A protest occurs in Reading, 
met with an angry young Libyan man, 
he pulled out a knife and began, 
stabbing and cutting and shredding, 
three gay men lay dying and bleeding. 

Police wont share the Libyans aim, 
in diversities name we must ignore, 
three dead gay men no protests for, 

Islam must never be to blame, 
yet it happens again and again. 

Author notes 

Regarding the 2020 Forbury Gardens stabbings at a black lives matter protest. 



Sounded Like A Good Idea At The Time 

by Joe Mason on June 24, 2020. © All rights reserved 

The chaos that is stored within my mind, 

bounces around off bone walls, 

to you the content of my skull appalls, 

but for it I am defined. 

A new chaotic idea gives rise, 
from deep within it calls me to action, 
it informs me of a deluded prize, 
but it costs my healths demise. 



Weekend In The Lake District 

by Joe Mason on June 17, 2020. © All rights reserved 
Alone in the English lakes, 
the little towns overrun, 
by foreign tourists on breaks. 

I hate little tourist towns, 
large families on the run, 
taking what the town allows. 

Nothing of real purpose, 
pretty but just shallow fun, 
even below the surface. 

Sitting next to Windermere, 
with my first days travel done, 
by evening the people clear. 

Busy towns and lakes contrast, 
in the woods tourists you shun, 
but the nights they can go fast. 

It is better that you don't, 
come here in a group of one, 
because you will feel alone. 



Stress Of The Office 

by Joe Mason on June 16, 2020. © All rights reserved 

I bounce from one idea to the next, 

for each my health pays the price, 

leaving a trail of unfinished projects, 

wasting of many late nights. 

The stress of conforming in an office, 
tight deadlines, no free time and much stress, 
managers who deploy me as a tool, 
who want their projects flawless. 



The London City State 

by Joe Mason on June 14, 2020. © All rights reserved 
For 2000 years London was British, 
centre of our culture, 

1500 years it has been English, 
from Shakespeare to sculpture. 

But within just the last 70 years, 
now British it is not, 
the city has decisively changed things, 
the English will be mocked. 

The city now represents something new, 
it mocks our history, 
and yet it still enjoys all that we grew, 
loathing us bitterly. 

As Maoists our history will be purged, 
they will change London's name, 
like Istanbul, "The City" will be urged, 

Urdu "Shehar" they claim. 

Soon London's independence will be sought, 
believing they are right, 
but the times ahead will be hard and fraught, 
they will ask us to fight. 



Respect Other Peoples Statues 

by Joe Mason on June 12, 2020. © All rights reserved 
Topple the statues from our past, 
virtue signaling it is known. 

Only without sin can you cast, 
the first or even any stone. 

Who here can say is without sin? 

Gandhi and Churchill both had stains. 

Schindler had evil thoughts within, 
a Nazi who worked Jewish slaves. 

To you Gandhi may have been dire, 
but freedom for many he won. 

Multi cultural lands require, 
respect for each and everyone. 

If we take this suggested path, 
life and history will be bare. 

Complex people you will attack, 
even their good deeds you wont spare. 



Eternals For Better Or For Worse. 

by Joe Mason on June 10, 2020. © All rights reserved 

Statues stand 

like eternal citizens. 

Living stone 

and hammering hearts of bronze. 

Mob justice 

should have no power or say. 

Our forebears 

valued these people dearly. 

This alone 

holds more than enough value. 

Eternals 

ours for better or for worse. 



Many Forms Of Slavery 

by Joe Mason on June 9, 2020. © All rights reserved 
Men and women go off to work, 
difficult tasks they never shirk. 

Hard labour every single day, 
punishment given if they stray. 

Possessions provided for free, 
no need to ask the bourgeoisie. 

No escape from this life of toil, 
utopia will often spoil. 

By socialism or slavery, 
outcomes always unsavory. 



Bad Poet 

by Joe Mason on June 8, 2020. © All rights reserved 
I have no degree in literature, 
nor my rhymes pure. 

My top grade at English GCSE, 
depresses me. 

But I'm in possession of a secret, 

I can speak it. 

Do you know what they call a bad poet? 

Still a poet. 



The Wild Mountain 

by Joe Mason on June 6, 2020. © All rights reserved 
I look up and stare, 

I have to get there. 

It claims the land, 
impassible forest, 
barren rock, 
cold white snow. 

The wild mountain, 
it wants to scare. 

The higher I get, 
it sees me as a threat. 

It's peak is a secret, 
that it wants kept, 

It rages as I climb, 

I tease the mountain. 

The wild mountain, 
it wants to be alone. 

The walk is long, 
my spirit is strong. 

The trail like a chain, 
tames the mountain, 
but it can still thrash, 
and down you fall. 

The wild mountain, 
it wants to kill. 

Almost at the peak, 
the rage is highest. 

It throws everything, 
snow, ice and cliffs, 
it conspires to kill, 

I obey and retreat. 

The wild mountain, 
it wants to win. 



Dating at 30 

by Joe Mason on June 2, 2020. © All rights reserved 
To date at 20 you have no one, 
to date at 30 you have a ton, 
but they aren't merry nor are they fun. 

Unprotected sex on the first date, 
is easier to find than a mate, 
because for them a child just can't wait. 



My First Love 

by Joe Mason on June 1, 2020. © All rights reserved 
A new Call Of Duty is here, 
in class I watch it on Twitch. 

There I'm drawn to her, 
bright pastel pink hair, 
tongue always out. 

I watch her everyday, 
stream her on my phone, 
in class at school, 
or late at night. 

I'm always by her side, 
day and night. 

I subscribe to her, 

for months I donate, 

she thanks me, 

and my heart skips a beat. 

I fell in love, 
well sort of, 

With a modern kind of girl. 

On Patreon I pay, 

Tier 5 and above to play. 

She wanted a new gaming PC, 

I donated on GoFundMe. 

Pay for her Amazon Wishlist. 

She invites me to Snapchat, 

I subscribe for her premium. 

I follow a new account she ran, 
on the site Only for Fans. 

I Venmo her rent money, 
and she called me honey. 

I'm told about a place, 
where her real fans grace. 

That I should go to Chaturbate, 
for a "Private Date". 


My first love was with an e-girl. 



Cannock Church Graveyard Clearances - 2 

by Joe Mason on May 28, 2020. © All rights reserved 
Gravestones are torn down, 
and laid flat on the yard. 

Like stone teeth in a frown, 
cracking as the church bites down hard. 

Names facing to the sky, 
rain will erode and sweep. 

Like them your name will die, 
so make sure they are carved in deep. 

Author notes 

Cannock Church 



Cannock Church Graveyard Clearances -1 

by Joe Mason on May 27, 2020. © All rights reserved 

When you die, 

and lie in your grave, 

you expect it will last forever. 

So then why, 

do they misbehave, 

leading such a harmful endeavor. 

Author notes 

Cannock Church 



Cannock 'Thom' 

by Joe Mason on May 23, 2020. © All rights reserved 

In Cannock town stands St Luke's Church, 

if you visit please go and search, 

walk the path that goes to the trees, 

rear of the church then on your knees. 

People walk this path everyday, 
even the ones who go to pray, 
take a note of what makes the wall, 
gravestone mortared to stop it fall. 

A full life lived and worked and died, 
loved by someone who perhaps cried, 
that person paid for this mans stone, 
on the floor it has now been thrown. 

The church disturbed this dead mans grave, 
thinking of money they would save, 
why buy brick to make up a wall? 
use a gravestone to make it tall! 

The stone I can no longer read, 
even after cleaning the weed, 
unknown his age and where he's from, 
but his name partially reads "Thom". 



Hostel Living 

by Joe Mason on May 19, 2020. © All rights reserved 

To reach an unknown city, ready to explore, 

you might find something pretty, just don't close the door. 

Walk down all the dark roads, not knowing where they end, 
each is a new episode, that you must attend. 

A large green park you might tread, with a waterfall, 
or to a city of dead, where you too will fall. 

You sleep in a crowded place, always rotating, 

each having dreams that they chase, but home is waiting. 

Out here you will be alone, values new to you, 
never really be known, even in plain view. 

Soon it is time to move on, new places ahead, 
everyone already gone, a new place instead. 



Living And Dying 

by Joe Mason on May 8, 2020. © All rights reserved 
I'm living for the night, 
day after day, 
night after night. 

I'm always with people, 
but I'm always alone. 

New people come, 
and old ones go. 

The first sun now in sight, 
down I must lay, 
to leave the fight. 

I only rise at dusk, 
when crystal vodka flows. 

I drink again, 
for those I lost. 

I thrust into the dark, 
with new young minds, 
whose fate is stark. 

Can I leave this city, 
my own city of hell. 

I take the risk, 
for just one night. 

I'm dying for the night, 
day after day, 
night after night. 



Meaning Of Life 

by Joe Mason on May 6, 2020. © All rights reserved 
You can chase enjoyment in life, 
or renown through your creation. 

Trying both will only bring strife, 
just one should be your fixation. 



Dead Poets 

by Joe Mason on May 5, 2020. © All rights reserved 

Old poems are like a gravestone, 

for dead people who were once known. 

So please stop and give mine a read, 
leave me flowers as a good deed. 



Ancient Poems 

by Joe Mason on May 4, 2020. © All rights reserved 
Lately I listened to a podcast, 
about poems from histories past. 

Poems from the Dynasty of Tang, 
created with hopes that they would last. 

But all that time can erode a tale, 
with rhymes that no longer hit the nail. 

In time my rhymes will lose all their bang, 
even reading it now my rhymes fail. 



The Search For Meaning 

by Joe Mason on April 25, 2020. © All rights reserved 
The last generation that will die young, 

Illness among us and our lives unsung. 

Think we are lucky for what we enjoy, 
but don't be coy it is all just a ploy. 

People will soon live a very long time, 
with little crime and more years in their prime. 

400 years to do just what they prize, 
nobody dies and everyone is wise. 

But with so many years what is your plan, 
more lifetime than you can begin to span. 

You are lost, and meaning you seek from me, 
for we will die young but can still live free. 

Our short brutal time on earth is our drive, 
we strive to build as proof we were alive. 

I don't pretend to know how I can aid, 
writings I made, please read before I fade. 



The Last Days Of Wild Earth 

by Joe Mason on April 23, 2020. © All rights reserved 
You can drive into the desert sands. 

On roads not marked on any map 
and get lost and never come back. 

How long will the deserts be free? 

The deserts I want to see, 
while they are free. 

You can climb an unnamed mountain peak. 

A view not seen by human eye 
and make one mistake and you die. 

I take that risk to be free. 

The mountains I want to see, 
while they are still free. 

You can sail the oceans on a boat. 

A conversation you might miss 
your mind looks into the abyss. 

But only out here can you be free. 

The oceans I want to see, 
while they are free. 

Author notes 

With advances in technology, how long will the earth be wild? 



The Best Gift I Could Think Of 

by Joe Mason on April 19, 2020. © All rights reserved 

I offered to kill myself as a gift, 

in an attempt to appease my own mom. 

To climb the roof and set my life adrift, 

I would have done it without any qualm. 

But this great gift was refused in anger, 
disgusted she shouted "I had failed her!". 

I had now failed her in more ways than one. 



My Chinese Girl 

by Joe Mason on April 18, 2020. © All rights reserved 
She might not be the love of my life, 

And I don't think she would make a good wife. 

But this Chinese girl, I really dig. 

For your own sake you must make a vow, 

that you will never ever mention that man named Mao. 

Or she will think you are a capitalist pig. 

One day I started to feel really ill, 

I couldn't stop coughing and I had a chill. 

So she insisted on a, traditional cure. 

A small dried gecko came out of her purse, 
and she crushed it up and I was coerced. 

But the flu kept up and so I do endure. 

Well I lay in bed as she looked into my eyes, 
she told me that one day China will rise. 

That I must show respect to the, Chinese government. 
The people of Hong Kong should bend the knee, 
the Taiwanese people should submit to Xi. 

Death to anyone who speaks of democratic dissent. 

As the days went by my health got worse, 
this coronavirus is my own curse. 

She said the virus was created, in a lab. 

That the American people were out to kill, 
and that blood is what the CIA want to spill. 

And that maybe I should try some powdered crab. 

Author notes 

Inspired by news articles from the Chinese government. 



Lack Of Focus 

by Joe Mason on April 16, 2020. © All rights reserved 

I tried to invent a mobile device, 

but I caught my thumb in a workshop vice. 

I tried to create my own software firm, 
but creating google is not short-term! 

I tried to trek into the unknown wild, 
but the ticks and mosquitoes got me riled. 

I tried to create music on my drum, 
but I decided I prefer to strum. 

Sol got my own electric guitar, 
but my I was not going very far. 

Why not try and compose a catchy song, 
but all the lyrics clearly don't belong. 

Sol tried poetry. 



Primary Key 

by Joe Mason on April 14, 2020. © All rights reserved 
A table can have one primary key, 
it should be unique for each row. 

On one or many columns it might be, 
two a composite key you know. 

A row can be identified by it, 
a telephone number of kind. 

A fine way to get data I admit, 
the correct data it will find. 

A primary key must never be null, 
it's there so it must be legit. 

A modest integer field might seem dull, 
but I don't see a better fit. 



I'm Loved By Me And Me Alone 

by Joe Mason on April 13, 2020. © All rights reserved 
Alone at night I sit and think, 
when my mind inside starts to sink, 
into a dark reluctant dream. 

To think through and to live again, 
will cause internal harm and pain, 
much more damage than it would seem. 

Recently I have learned a skill, 
to process my own thoughts until, 
my mind makes a disturbing twist. 

My mind deflects this thought away, 
when I accidentally stray, 
a twin mind inside does exist. 

The love showed to me is real, 
the thoughts I don't want it does steal, 
it alone consumes all my pain. 



Life Always Shows Death 

by Joe Mason on April 12, 2020. © All rights reserved 
My youth focused on life within, 
not what people will be. 

I would watch people talk and grin, 
and faces I did see. 

Looking into a pair of eyes, 
naive of what will come. 

Not thinking that everyone dies, 

In a way I was dumb. 

My view on life began to shift, 
and death did grasp my soul. 

Age teaches that life is a gift, 
but that can take its toll. 

Now whenever I see a face, 
the skull shows up below. 

Facial features of bone in place, 
and death does always show. 



Contractual Relationships 

by Joe Mason on April 11, 2020. © All rights reserved 
Women are hard to trust, 

Intent forever cloaked. 

Despite displaying me lust, 

My suspicions already provoked. 

A comment about a hotel, 

Or a new pair of shoes. 

Love she does sell, 

But I have to refuse. 

Others crave a child, 

Making it immediately clear. 

A contract she has filed. 

But I'm not going near. 

Inside a woman's mind, 

I will never truly know. 

A life alone I am confined, 

Until I end up below. 


Author notes 

My experience dating in my late 20s 



The Devil Plays With Poets 

by Joe Mason on April 8, 2020. © All rights reserved 
A poet makes a dangerous friend, 
with one you should always be wary. 

Always planning the end, 
treating life as secondary. 

I will fight with my pen, 
until the Devil does show. 

Does poetry make reckless men, 
or attract the already so? 



A False Hell 

by Joe Mason on April 5, 2020. © All rights reserved 
My mind corrupt. 

Skin charred. 

Tormenting boils erupt. 

Pricking shard. 

Muscles gripped. 

Flesh stripped. 

I have entered, 
the Devils crypt. 

Realm of hell. 

Alike Earth. 

A narcotic spell. 

Start rebirth. 

Illusions clear. 

Life near. 

Those Magic Mushrooms, 
they bring me fear. 

Author notes 

I once saw the devil on magic mushrooms. 



The Tale of Deckhand Drake 

by Joe Mason on April 4, 2020. © All rights reserved 
In Portsmouth lived a deckhand named Drake. 
Impressed into the navy without a handshake. 

Forced aboard a ship with no name. 

The most feared ship an officer did proclaim. 

Docked in a port where nobody went near. 

Sailors in the navy knew to keep clear. 

The ship set sail alone for 20 days. 

Just outside the Royal Navies gaze. 

One evening Drake noticed something queer. 

Some men were naked others in leather gear. 

The Cat o' nine tails now just a toy. 

In the men it solicited so much joy. 

Drake rushed to the officers of the ship. 

But found them aroused and they did quip. 

It's not gay if it happens at sea. 

Or so says the captain of HMS Sodomy. 

If you refuse to play we will cast you away. 

So off with your clothes and join the affray. 

Drake said no and remained steadfast. 

For that he was gagged and tied to the mast. 

The act of buggery was unnatural and outlawed. 

But the sailors don't care when they are abroad. 
Passed an island they set him ashore. 

He wrote a diary but he was done for. 


Author notes 

I read the story of Leendert Hasenbosch and thought it would be funny for a ship to set a man 
castaway for being straight. 



Believe in Tea 

by Joe Mason on March 15, 2020. © All rights reserved 
Such a pleasant sunny afternoon, 
what a shame about that typhoon. 

Captain Smith is raving like a loon, 
and I'm all wrinkled up like a prune. 

Sharks are circling with no harpoon, 
nothing left to do but reach for my teaspoon. 

There's all kinds of ways to cope, 
but while there is tea, there is hope. 

The baggage train lies all strewn, 
and the Major-General is an old buffoon. 

I'm the last member of my whole platoon, 
and I can't possibly walk up another sand dune. 

So I sit and look up at the moon, 

with nothing left to do but reach for my teaspoon. 

There's all kinds of ways to cope, 
but while there is tea, there is hope. 



City of Flowers 

by Joe Mason on March 11, 2020. © All rights reserved 
The boy was sent off to work, 
to keep him off the dole. 

But no one in the village knew, 
that the city can eat your soul. 

For 20 miles he walked, 
until his lungs filled with coal. 

The train departed the station, 
with it the boys youth was stole. 


The boy arrived at the city, 
and the station he did depart. 

But no one in the village knew, 
that the city can play with your heart. 

He walked around the city streets, 

with his families money he would make a start. 

When out the crowd approached a woman, 
with it the boys life fell apart. 


The boy was dazzled by charm, 
and the woman did want to play. 

But no one in the village knew, 
that the city can bring you decay. 

She danced and touched and walked, 
to Chinatown with no delay. 

To a den where they smoke poppies, 
and the boy became the prey. 


Author notes 

My first ever poem 



